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But my call hath not Brought thee. 
Unheeding it rushes. 

While cool winds are playing, 

On the gray rock I seat me; 
Then turn from thy straying 
Oome hither to meet me. 


Thy mountain path lonely, 

How lightly I’d follow! 

Or were I a fairy, 

I’d charm a ring round thee, 
Till rover unwary, 

I firmly had bound thee. 


List! was that thy greeting 
From distant cliffs ringing! 
’Twas the shepherd boy cheating 
My heart with his singing. 

If an echo thou hearest. 

With tender sighs laden, 

Then answer me, dearest, 

Thine owtt mountain maiden. 
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